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THE MARATHA POET-SAINT DASOPANT 
DIGAMBAR 

Justin E. Abbott 

Summit, New Jersey 

Sources of information 

Twenty tears ago Dasopant Digambar was hardly more 
than a mere name in Western India. In 1902, however, that 
enthusiastic and devoted scholar, Vishvanath Kashinath Raj- 
wade, in one of his journeys of research, discovered at Amba 
Jogai (Mominabad) in the Haidarabad State, a branch of the 
descendants of Dasopant, possessing many manuscripts of the 
voluminous works of this poet-saint, and in addition an account 
of his life, in manuscript, by an unknown author. Mr. Rajwade 
published a short account of his discovery in the series known 
as GranthamSla. 

In 1904, Mr. Vinayak Laxaman Bhave, the well known 
scholar of Marathi literature (in 1919 the author of Maharashtra 
Sarasvat, History of Marathi Literature) published in the series 
known as Maharashtrakavi the Dasopant Charitra (Life of 
Dasopant) which had been discovered by Mr. Rajwade. The 
manuscript of this work, and the only one known to exist, was 
given to Mr. Bhave by one of Dasopant's descendants at Amba 
Jogai, Shridhar Avadhuta Deshpande, the 12th in the line of 
discipleship-descent. 

In 1905 Mr. V. L. Bhave published in the Maharashtrakavi 
two chapters of Dasopant's great work, the Gltarnava, a com- 
mentary on the Bhagavadgita, the manuscript of which had 
been given him by Shridhar Avadhuta Deshpande. 

In 1912 Mr. Shankar Shri Krishna Dev, of Dhulia, also an 
enthusiastic and devoted student of the Maratha Poet-Saints, 
published in the Journal of the Bharat Itihas Safishodhak 
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Mandal, Vol. 4, Part 1, page 10, a short note on Dasopant 
and his Marathi and Sanskrit works. 

In 1914 Mr. Dev published in the Proceedings of the Bharat 
Itihas Sanshodhak Mandal the Grrantharaj of Dasopant. The 
preface contains such information regarding Dasopant as Mr. 
Dev was able to collect. 

In 1915 Mr. V. L. Bhave published in the Journal of the 
Bharat Itihas Sanshodhak Mandal, Vol. 12, page 106. a sum- 
mary of Dasopant's Santa vijaya. 1 

In 1919 Mr. Bhave published his History of Marathi Lite- 
rature (Maharashtra Sarasvat). See page 117 for his account 
of Dasopant and his works. On page 145 a facsimile of what 
is believed to be Dasopant's handwriting is given. Mr. Bhave's 
chapter on Mahlpati and other historians (Mahlpati va itar 
Charitrakar), containing a reference to Dasopant, is a reprint 
with slight changes of his article printed in the Journal of 
the Bharat Itihas Sanshodhak Mandal, Vol. 12, page 108. 

Early references to Dasopant 

Mahlpati (1715 — 1790) in his Bhaktavijaya, written in 1762, 
Chap. 57, 178, merely mentions his name in the list of Saints. 

In the invocation to Bhaktalllamrit (written in 1774), Chap. 1, 
Dasopant is described as one who had received the blessing of 

atta (Datta anugrahi). 

In Bhaktalllamrit Chap. 22, 48 to 68, the meeting of Eknath 
and Dasopant in a forest is recorded. In chapter 22, 79 to 
101, there is an account of a visit paid by Dasopant to Eknath 
at Paithan. 

Moropant (1729 — 1794) in his Sanmanimala, Jewel-necklace- 
of-Saints, says: 

Ddsopantin kela Oitarnava manava sava lakh 

Grantha parama dustara to na tayachi jase na Vasavald kha. 

Jayaramasuta, a disciple of Ramdas (1608 — 1681), mentions 
Dasopant in his Santamalika. See Kavyetihasasangraha, No. 24, 
Part 3, page 33. 

Grirdhar, a disciple of Ramdas, in his Shri Samarthapratapa 
16, 34 mentions Gltarnava as the work of Dasopant. 



i Mr. Bhave thinks Mahlpati must have been acquainted with this 
work, see page 112. 
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The published works of Dasopant 

Qranthardj. This was printed in 1914 by Mr. S. S. Dev of 
Dhulia from four MSS, two of which he obtained at Amba 
Jogai, and two from Yekhehal, found in the Math of Atmaram, 
the author of Shri Dasavishramadhama. These MSS are de- 
signated by Om, Shri, Ra, and Ma, and their dates Mr. Dev 
gives as 1728, 1578, 1678, 1758 respectively. The Ms Om was 
used for printing, but the variations found in Shri, Ra, and 
Ma are indicated in foot notes. In printed form the Grantha- 
raj covers 196 pages. 2 

The Grantharaj is a philosophical work in verse, consisting 
of eight chapters (Prakaran) put in the form of a dialogue 
between Guru and Disciple. The Disciple asks questions regar- 
ding the true meaning oiBandha (Bondage of the Soul), Moksha 
(Deliverance) and Jivanmukti (Deliverance though still living). 
The answers of the Guru are in accord with the usual Vedantic 
formulae, and are corroborated by quotations from the Brihad- 
aranyaka, Taittiriya and Chandogya Upanishads. 

Gitarnava. The two first chapters of this work were publi- 
shed by Mr. V. L. Bhave in 1905, in the Maharashtrakavi 
series. The MS was given him by Shridhar Avadhuta Desh- 
pande of Amba Jogai. The age of the MS is not indicated. 
The Gitarnava is a commentary on the 18 chapters of the 
Bhagavadglta. Every word of the original is commented upon, 
the whole making a voluminous work, said to consist of 125,000 
verses. In the second chapter the author inserts at some length 
a story of human life and its sorrows, also an amusing story 
at considerable length, of a Brahman, who even under the 
greatest pressure refused to use Prakrit for communication, 
employing only Sanskrit, 

Dasodigambarkrit Santavijaya. Mr. Bhave, in the Journal 
of the Bharat Itihas Sanshodhak Mandal, 1915, vol. 12, page 
106, gives a summary of the 34 chapters of the Santavijaya, 
with its long list of Maratha Saints, beginning with Dnyanadev. 

List of published and unpublished Works 
The following list of 52 works of Dasopant in Marathi and 
Sanskrit is given by Mr. S. S. Dev. See preface to the Gran- 
tharaj, page 4. 

2 See Preface to Grantharaj, page 12. 
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Gltarnava 

GitSrthabodh 

Avadhutaraj 

Grantharaj 

Prabodhodaya Purvardha 

Prabodbodaya Uttarardha 

Sthulagita 

Vakyavritti (in prose) 

Panchlkaran (written on cloth) 

Padarnava 

Dattatreyamahatmya 

Gltabhashya 

Ssrthaglta 

Avadhutaglta 

Anuglta 

Dattatreyasahasranamastotra 

DattatreyadasanSmastotra 

Dattatreyadvadasanamastotra 

Dattatreyashodasanamastotra 

Dattatreyasatanamastotra 

Siddhadattatreyastotra 

Shadguruyantra 

Shodasadalayantra 

Atripanchakapradhanayantra 

Sivastotra 

Guruatotra 

Shodasastotra 

SItajvaranivaranastotra 



Bhaktirajakavacha 

Vajrapafijarakavacha 

SahasranSmatlka 

Dattatreyanamavali 

Dasa, Dvadasa, and Sata Namavali 

MangalamurtipujS 

Vachaklpaja 

Mahapuja 

Manasikapuja 

Vedoktapuja 

Vaidikapuja 

Yantrapflja 

Namamritastotra 

Gltaatotra 

Prabandhaatotra 

Gltaprab an dhastotra 

SiddbamalSmantrastotra 

Upakalastotra 

Shodasavataraatotra 

Shodasavatarapradurbhavastotra 

Agamanigama 

Vedapadakhyaatotra 

Bhodasavataradhyanastotra 

Dasopanishadbhashya 



Historical Notes 

Dasopant Digambar was born in A. D. 1551 and died in 
1615. 3 He was thus the contemporary of the great Poet-Saint 
Eknath (1548 — 1609) and tradition records their meeting to- 
gether. 4 He lived during the reign of that tolerant Mohammedan 
Emperor Akbar, but under the immediate rule of the Moham- 
medan king at Bedar, Ali Barid Shah. 5 When Dasopant died 



3 More exactly, in Indian chronology, he was born in Shaka 1473, 
Bhadrapada, Vadya 8 and died in Shaka 1537 Magna, Vadya 6. This I 
give on the authority of Mr. VishvanSth Kashinath Rajw3de. See Gran- 
thamala of 1902, also Mr. S. S. Dev in preface of Grantharaj page 2. Also 
Mr. V. L. Bhave in MaharSshtra Sarasvat page 117. I am unaware of 
their authority, but presume the dates were obtained locally from Daso- 
pant's descendants at Amba Jogai. 

* Mahlpati in his Bhaktalllamrit, Chap. 22, 48—68 and 81—101. 

5 The Barids were generals in the army of the Bahmani kings at Bedar, 
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(1615), Tukaram at Dehu and Ramdas at Jamb were boys of 
seven years of age. 

It is true of Dasopant, as of the other Maratha Poet-Saints, 
that there is very little known of his life from a strictly histo- 
rical point of view. The method that some of the biographers 
of the Maratha saints are adopting, of separating from the 
mass of tradition the miraculous, and calling that part legen- 
dary, and the balance historical, or probably historical, is mis- 
leading, and is to be rejected. With few exceptions, the plain 
fact is, that during the lifetime of these saints no eyewitness 
recorded the events of their lives. Stories were however handed 
down from generation to generation in the line of their family 
or discipleship. These traditions have in some instances been 
collected by some "lover of the Saints", and have been recorded, 
as in the case of Mahlpati in his Bhaktavijaya or Bhaktali- 
lamrit. These are not historical records in any sense. It is 
misleading to regard them as such. They may of course con- 
tain parts that are historical, but the only true course is to 
regard all as traditional, with the exception of what may in 
special instances be corroborated by outside evidence. I have 
therefore made two divisions — the historical, and the traditional. 

The Historical Division 
At Amba Jogai, also known as Mominabad, in the Haidarabad 
State, there is the Samadhi, or tomb, of Dasopant Digambar. 
There are also at the same place two families claiming descent 
from Dasopant, the one called the major branch (Thorlen devghar), 
the other the minor branch (Dhakten devghar). In the major 
branch the present representative in the line of discipleship is 
Shridhar Avadhuta Deshpande. There is also a branch of the 
family at Bavagi near Bedar, and still another at Chandrapur 
near Nagpur. 6 All these branches are said to possess manu- 
script copies of Dasopant's works. 7 

and in 1539 displaced the Bahmani dynasty. Ali Barid Shah, under whom 
Dasopant must have lived, died in 1582. See Kincaid's History of the 
Maratha People, The Bahmani Kingdom, pages 60 to 79 and 102. 

e The family line is as follows: Digambar, Dasopant, Dattajipant, 
Vishvabhar, Dasoba, Dattaji, Devaji, Vishvambhar, Gurubova, Avadhuta, 
Atrivarada, Vishvambhara. See Kajwade in Granthamala under Dasopant, 
and Maharashtra Saras vat, page 119. 

7 Grantharaj, page 4 of preface. Also Mahara3htrakavi, Part 2, page 39. 
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It is evident from the voluminous nature of Dasopant's works, 
their contents, language, style, etc., that he was a man of lear- 
ning and of piety, and given to untiring labor. 

The question of his influence on his own and following times 
is not easy to answer. Copies of his works have been thus far 
found only with his descendants, and in the Math of Atmfiram, 
the author of Shri DasavishrSmadhama, at Yekhehal. His 
Gitarnava was however known to Moropant (1729 — 1794), and 
Mahlpati(1715 — 1790) relates of Dasopant's meeting Eknath on 
two occasions. His works were probably known to Ramdas. The 
evidence of this is twofold. (1) Girdhar, the disciple of Ramdas, 
in his Samarthapratapa, 8 conceives of a banquet given by Ramdas 
to authors past and present, at which the viands were their 
respective literary works. Dasopant is mentioned as guest, and 
the Gitarnava as his special contribution to the banquet: Daso 
Digambara svayanpaki sovale Gltarnavarasm samjpurna jevile 
(Shri Samarthapratapa 16, 34). (2) There is a very noticeable 
similarity between some portions of Ramdas' Dasbodh and the 
Grantharaj and the Gitarnava. Compare Ramdas' picture of 
human life in Dasbodh (Dashak 3, Samas 1 — 4) with Gitarnava 
Chap. 2, 2115—2175, and Grantharaj Chap. 3, 55 and following 

The Traditional Division 

What is traditionally recorded ol Dasopant is found in the 
Dasopantcharitra, the work of an unknown author, printed by 
Mr. V. L. Bhave in the Maharashtrakavi series. Mr. Bhave 
states that he also came into possession of another Dasopant- 
charitra, very modern and not thought worthy of printing. 

Mahlpati in his Bhaktalllamrit, Chap. 22, 48—68 and 79—101, 
relates the meeting of Eknath with Dasopant on two occasions. 

Doubtless many local traditions regarding Dasopant could 
be collected from his present descendants at Amba Jogai and 
other places mentioned above. 

The following is a translation of that portion of the Daso- 
pantcharitra that covers the eventful incident in Dasopant's 
early life, when in his great distress God came in the form of 



8 Shri Samarthapratapa by Girdhar, page 99; published by S. S. Dev at 
Dhulia in the Ramdas and Ramdasi series, 1912 (shaka 1834). 
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a humble servant to deliver him from the designs of the Moham- 
medan king. The remaining portion of the Dasopantcharitra 
I shall give only in summary. 

Shri Dasopantcharitra 
(1) Obeisance to Shri Ganesh! Obeisance to Shri Saraswati! 
Obeisance to Shri Dattatreya, the First Guru! Om! Obeisance 
to Thee, O Digambar, the Good-Guru, Joy-Innate, Ocean-of- 
Happiness ! Sun - that - drives - away - the - darkness - of- Ignorance, 
Ganesh-in-form ! Obeisance to Thee! (2) One need merely call 
on Thee, Ganapati, and all the illusion of corporeal conscious- 
ness vanishes. Thou alone appearest in all existences, the 
Inner-Soul-of-all, Merciful One! (3) Victory, Victory to Thee, 
Primal Maya, Mother -of- the- World! O Divine Moon in the 
forest of Joy! Thou -who yearnest for thy worshipers! Thou- 
who-pervadest- the -Universe, Thou Joy -of- the -Universe! O 
Sharada! (4) Now let me praise my caste Deity, who at the 
mere uttering of his name manifests himself in my lotus-heart, 
and shows his love without and within; (5) Whose praises 
Vyasa and others sing, whom Brahma and the other Gods 
meditate upon, Martanda, my caste Deity. (6) When one medi- 
tates upon him in one's lotus -heart, its emotion is that of 
delight in his lotus-feet. And through it I shall certainly gain 
richness of expression. (7) Singing also with love the praises 
of my Mother and Father, who are in truth the abode of all 
the Deities, and receiving on my head their blessing, I have 
become the object of their love. (8) Now let me sing the praises 
of the good Saints who are the heavenly jewels in the ocean 
of Absence-of-Feeling. With their assurance of full success, the 
composing of this book will now proceed. (9) Dattatreya, the 
three-faced in form, the object of meditation for Brahma and 
the other gods, the inner sanctuary of the Upanishads, the in- 
scrutable glory of the Vedas and other Scriptures, (10) He is 
my Good-Guru, His name is Shri Digambar, Giver- of-innate- 
Joy, the Inner-Soul-of-the-Animate-and-Inanimate, Lord-of-All. 
(11) Listen with joy to the story of his descent, that has taken 
place in varied forms from age to age, a story that is the 
happy quintessence of happiness. (12) He the Primal Guru, 
King of Yoga, the Original -Seed -of- the -Universe, descended 
voluntarily in the form of man to save the world. (13) Though 



258 Justin E. Abbott 

he truly appeared man, he was not man, but Lord-of-All. It 
is His story that I wish in substance to bring to my own mind. 
(14) But the inspiration of the mind, and the enlightenment 
of the intellect is truly the Good-Guru himself. Who can sing, 
and how can one sing His praises without His aid? (15) He 
entering into speech causes it to flow by His own power. Hence, 
kind listeners, give attention now with joyful heart. 

(16) The Deshpandya of Narayanpeth, whose name was Digam- 
barraya, and whose wife's name was Parvati, stood first among 
those of good repute. (17) I know not how, in this or another 
life, they may have adored Shri Hari, but in their womb 
Avadhuta descended in the form of a son. (18) His name was 
Daso Digambar, who truly was Lord also; from whose mouth 
there issued the voluminous "Commentary on the Glta", con- 
sisting of 125,000 verses. (19) This Maharaj Dasopant, having 
the very form of Shri Datta, descended verily for the saving 
of the world into that household. (20) He whose face was full 
of smiles, long -eyed, straight -nosed, of fair complexion, his 
hands reaching to his knees, possessed of every noble quality, 
and beyond all comparison, descended into this world. (21) His 
Mother and Father, rich in their good fortune, joyfully spent 
their money and performed for him at the proper time the 
ceremonies of the sacred thread and of marriage. (22) Listen 
now with love to what happened to mother, father and son after 
the above events. 

(23) Digambarraya was the Deshasth of the five Mahals, 
Narayanpeth and the other peths. Being a very competent 
man he was the chief official of these petlis. (24) It was the 
rule that he should despatch the whole of the revenue of that 
district to the Government at Bedar. (25) It happened, how- 
ever, in a year of failure of rain, that the Government money 
was not despatched, and he was called to Bedar. (26) The 
Bahamani king had authority over the whole country, and lived 
at Bedar, hence Digambar was called there. (27) He was in 
default by 200,000 rupees. Now listen to the story in detail of 
what happened to him. (28) They thus questioned him: "As 
there is a debit balance against you of Government money, 
how can you expect to be released without making it good?" 
(29) He replied: "It is because of failure of rain that this 
balance of Government money stands against me. Have mercy 
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therefore. I ask your forgiveness. (30) If you give me your 
assurance, I will make the effort and raise the money." The 
king listened, and replied thus: (31) "I must have the money, 
if you are to be released. Obtain some security from the people 
here, or leave your son here, and go, and send back the money." 
(32) Listening to the demand of his Lord, the man thought 
to himself: "How can I leave my child here and go!" (33) When 
Digambar had been brought to Bedar, his son had come with 
him, the son who was an Avatar, Dasopant Maharaj. (34) As 
the king looked upon the boy he was greatly pleased with 
him, and said: "What a wonderful image God has made out 
of Beauty! (35) As I look at the child", he said to himself, 
"my craving is not satisfied by occasional glimpses. What a 
statue of Happiness! (36) If I had such a jewel in my house 
he would become the Lord of my realm. As I look over the 
whole animate and inanimate world I see no one equal to him. 
(37) Let all my wealth vanish, but this child I must have for 
my own." This idea came to his mind because he had no child 
of his own. (38) Still further he thought: "He looks like a 
Twice-born boy, but I see him stamped with a royal mark. 
(39) As I look at his moon-face, my chdkor-eye gazes unsatisfied. 
If I can adopt him as my own son I shall place him on the 
royal throne." (40) Having determined on this plan he said 
to Digambar: "Leave your son here and go back to your home. 
(41) Make a promise of one month, and go from here quickly. 
As soon as I receive the money your son will be returned to 
you. (42) If however at the end of the month", the king con- 
tinued, "the money does not arrive, your son will be initiated 
into my caste. Know this for a certainty." (43) In conformity 
with this, the king made him give a written agreement. The 
man, being helpless, gave such a writing. (44) Having given 
the document, Digambar left for his home, but with his heart 
full of anxiety. "Shall I ever see my son again?" he cried. 
(45) "How difficult of apprehension God is!" he thought. "How 
can I go and leave my son! He is not my son, but my very 
life. How can I leave him here?" (46) With mind full of 
anxiety, he thought however of Shri Avadhuta. Listen, O 
pious ones, to what he said to his son. (47) "O my son! my 
babe! How beautiful to me your body! To leave you but a 
moment seems to me like an age! (48) Burn, burn to ashes 
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my life! Burn, burn to ashes my worldly affairs! You are my 
very life, how can I leave you and go!" (49) "What did the 
noble son reply? "He, the King of the Yoga, dwelling in the 
heart, is concerned with his own honor. "Why do you worry? 
(50) He is our caste Deity, He will preserve me. When He, 
the Soul-of-the- World, is with me, why fear? (51) At the mere 
thought of him worldly fears fly away. By the mere thought 
of him one is united with the Only -One. By the mere thought 
of him innate joy is aroused. What are these contemptible 
things of life to Him? (52) Do not hesitate, go home. He 
will provide the money, and we shall soon meet again." (53) The 
father listened to the words of his son, and immediately started. 
Keeping the image of Avadhuta in his heart, he arrived at 
his home. (54) Compassionate listeners, hearken with deep 
respect to what happened after he had returned to his home. 
(55) Near Bedar was the shrine of Nrisimha, called Nrisimha 
Spring. The boy went there every day for his bath. (56) The 
King had granted him an allowance of a rupee a day, to meet 
the expense of his meals at this place, but what was food to 
him! (57) He would perform his bath, and give the rupee to 
the Brahmans, himself fasting, and meditating upon the image 
of Datta. (58) That meditation, which to him was drinking 
nectar, continuing every day, made the child appear glorious 
to all. (59) All the men and women of the place looked on 
the beautiful child with tender feelings, and made their many 
observations. (60) Some said: "He is possessed indeed with 
noble qualities." Others: "The Infatuation of the God-of- 
Love!" Still others: "Blessed is his mother, to have given 
birth to such a son!" (61) The Brahmans said: "He is not a 
mere child. His characteristics are not those of a mere child. 
He is a perpetual Yogabhrashta. We cannot understand 
him. (62) The money he receives for himself he gives to the 
Brahmans. We do not know whether he eats or remains 
fasting. (63) His father has gone and left him, but he is not 
troubled thereby. He is simply a mass of Glory! May Shri 
Hari protect him! (64) The Mohammedan King of this Prov- 
ince has no son, and desires to make him his son! But may 
the Husband of Uma, the Lord of Kailas, Shri Shankar, 
protect him from this." (65) Others remarked: "The Deity whom 
he worships will certainly protect him. Be assured that through 
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Him the boy will be freed." (66) Thus the various classes of 
people remarked to one another, but in the boy's heart there 
was not the least concern. (67) The King, however, was 
counting the days. "How many will complete the month? 
"When shall I with joy place him on the throne?" 

(68) Back in the home, however, the Mother and Father 
were in deep anxiety. Unable to raise the money by their 
efforts, they became much depressed. (69) Day by day rolled 
on, and the last day of the month arrived. The money had 
not come from the Father: but what did the child do? (70) 
He thought thus: "My birth took place with ease in the Brah- 
man caste. I am, however, in supreme perplexity. (71) In the 
8,400,000 births, attaining a human body is difficult, and attain- 
ing of birth in the Brahman caste still more difficult. (72) 
Now what is to be in reality my future condition? To whom 
shall I go for protection? Who will preserve my Brahman- 
hood? (73) The month is gradually coming to an end. Whence 
can the money be obtained? How can I be freed? Whom can 
I meet to deliver me?" (74) While he was thus anxious in mind 
the month came to its last day. At dawn the Mohammedan 
king said to the boy: (75) "I shall certainly wait until the 
evening. If the money comes by then, I shall truly send you 
back to your Father. (76) But if the money does not come 
to-day, I shall assuredly make you a Mohammedan." (77) As 
these words, like a lightning-bolt, fell on the boy's ears, they 
pierced through his heart. There was no deliverance now for 
him except through Datta. (78) His lotus-face wilted. Tears 
of pain flowed from his eyes. His heart was overcome with 
emotion. It was all incomprehensible. (79) He thought to 
himself: "Up to now I did have hope from my Father. Now 
I see no hope. I cannot discern the future. (80) I can see 
no one to ward off this calamity but the special Deity whom 
I worship, whom Brahma and other gods meditate upon." 
(81) With this feeling in his mind, he concentrated, and placed 
his meditation at the feet of Avadhuta, crying to Him for 
help. (82) "Victory, victory to Thee, Son-of-Atri, Home-of-Joy, 
Creator-of-Happiness, Thou whom multitudes worship. To 
whom can I now go for protection but to Thee, Shri King, 
of- Yoga? (83) Although Thou pervadest everything, Thou art 
without qualities, and unattached. Thy indivisible nature is 
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incomprehensible to Brahma and the other Gods. (84) Thy glory 
is incomprehensible. Wonderful are Thy acts, ever new! Thou 
All-witness, All-illuminate, Self-existent-in-form, Omnipresent! 
(85) Thou art Lord-of-AU, therefore Thou art called Lord-of- 
the-World. One does not see at all in Thee the delusion of 
world-existence, so called. (86) Thou art Spotless, Changeless, 
taking form for the sake of Thy worshipers. Thou movest in 
the animate and inanimate world, O Thou-of-my-heart, Merci- 
ful-One! (87) There is no one as compassionate as Thou, no 
one so pitiful. Thou alone feelest for me tender compassion, 
O Thou Source-of-Soleness, Ocean-of-Pity! (88) Thou art the 
N on-Dual, Existence, Intelligence, Joy, Yearner-for-Thy- 
worshipers, Source-of- Innate-Joy ! Thou claimest to be the 
Protector- of- Thy-worshipers, O Digambar! (89) If Thou art 
in truth the Protector of Thy worshipers, Thou wilt to-day 
prove it true. Thou art in truth one who yearns over the 
distressed, Giver-of-Joy, Inner-Soul, O Digambar! (90) My 
Father, from whose seed I was begotten, remains far away. 
Thou art the Father who art in my heart. Therefore I cry 
to Thee. (91) Thou art the Mother and Father of the Uni- 
verse. Thou art He who cares for the Universe. Thou art 
the support of the Universe. The Pervader-of-the-Universe, O 
Soul-of-the-Universe, Lord-of-All! (92) This Tiger of a Moham- 
medan seeks to swallow me whole. But by the sword of Thy 
Mercy quickly kill him, and save me, Merciful One! (93) 
This Ocean of a Mohammedan seeks to drown me, but Thou 
art my Saviour, O Holder-of-the-Helm! Deliver me, O com- 
passionate One! (94) This Death-Serpent 'of a Mohammedan 
desires to bite me, and change me into one dead, but since 
Thou in Thy form of Pure-Intelligence art the Snake-Charmer, 
what fear have I? (95) This Hand-cuff of a Mohammedan 
with extreme haste seeks to manacle me, but Thou, Mighty 
Advocate, break the hand-cuff quickly, Brother of the 
Distressed! (96) This Forest-fire of a Mohammedan seeks to 
force me into the fire, but Thou, Cloud of Compassion, rain 
and cool the fire, Thou of Dark-form! (97) Who aside 
from Thee can protect me, a child? But Thou, O Protector-of- 
the-Distressed, run, run, O Shri Avadhuta! For what extrem- 
ity art Thou waiting? (98) Whilst Thou art waiting for that 
extremity I shall certainly lose my life. So run, run quickly 
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to my help and ward off the evil. (99) If a Mother should 
neglect her child, then who would care for it? Thou art truly 
my Mother dear, take me on Thy lap. (100) As the Sun goes 
to its setting tonight my Brahmanhood will suffer loss. This 
Thou knowest, O Thou who holdest the Rod, Ocean-of-Mercy, 
Compassionate One! (101) My pure pearl of Brahmanhood 
the King would sink in a Mohammedan hole. Protect me, O 
Preserver -of-the- Distressed, Punisher- of- the -Wicked! (102) 
Ward off, ward off this unbearable calamity, 0! 0! Digam- 
bara! Aside from Thee, O Digambara, I have no one!" (103) 
As he thus meditated in his heart, tears flowed from his eyes. 
His face turned to every quarter. He could not think what 
more to do. 

(104) An hour only of the day now remained. The King 
could not contain himself for joy. He called the Mohammedan- 
ordained Kajis, and gave them his orders. (105) Calling 
together high and low, and many brahmans also, he put this 
question to them all. (106) "The father of the boy made an 
agreement of a month. The month is today completed. What 
shall we now do? (107) 'If I do not send the money within 
the month, you may make him a Mohammedan.' You know 
this is the agreement made by his father. (108) I am not 
responsible for the words of this agreement. You have of 
your own accord come together this night. Now what answer 
do you men and women, all here together, give to this?" 
(109) As they heard these harsh words, tears flowed from all 
eyes. All were choked with emotion, they could utter no 
words. (110) A great crowd of Brahmans was there, but no 
answer escaped their lips. With drooping faces they began 
to cry to God for His help. (Ill) "O God, Thou who hast 
a yearning for Thy worshipers! God, Thou who carest for 
the Brahman caste, O God! Thou Great- Wave-of-Mercy, what 
a sight is this that Thou lookest upon! (112) This child is an 
ornament to the Brahman caste. This child is possessed of 
noble qualities. This child is the very life of our life. Protect 
him, protect him, Oh Compassionate-One!" (113) The child 
was now brought into the assembly. He was without bodily 
consciousness. The Soul that takes cognizance of the body had 
been summoned away in contemplation of the Only-One 
(114) His eyes remaining closed, he was imploring his Pro- 
is JAOS 42 



264 Justin E. Abbott 

tector. This Protector was self-existent in his own heart. 
(115) He did not see men, hut Janardan in man. His feelings 
found their full joy in Janardan, while in bodily unconscious- 
ness. (116) Listen with joy to what the Good-Guru, Shri 
Digambar, the Protector-of-the-Distressed, now did. 

(117) Becoming a Mahar (padewar), a staff in his hand, 
a blanket on his shoulder, and with cash and bills of exchange 
in hand, he suddenly appeared there in their midst. (118) He 
greeted them with "Salami Salam!" Looking all around He 
saw extreme bewilderment. He was the Supreme Being in 
reality, but none of the dull of wit recognized him. (119) "Take, 
take these bills of exchange," cried, without doubt, the Pro- 
tector-of-the-Distressed, but the cry was really this: "Preserve 
the Brahmanhood of the child." But no one recognized Him. 
(120) So again Shri Digambar exclaimed: "See here! I, a 
Mahar, have come here. Ask me why, Sirs, and I will tell 
you the reason." (121) An officer then said to him: "Well, 
where are you from? Who are you?" He replied: "I have 
come from Narayanpeth. See, I have come bringing these 
bills of exchange." (122) With these words in their ears the 
joy of all present was more than the heavens could contain. 
A flood of delight came flowing down the heart-streams of all. 
(123) Indeed what a flood of joy broke loose! What a rain- 
fall of delight! What a well of happiness was discovered! It 
was joy everywhere. (124) As when a sinking ship reaches 
the shore; as when a dying man obtains the drink that gives 
immortality, there is joy, so all there present were filled with 
joy. (125) The total eclipse that the Moon-face of every one 
had suffered through sorrow, as Demon Ketu, now ended 
through their prayer to Avadhuta. (126) The assembly of 
Brahmans now exclaimed to the child: "Blessed, blessed is 
your fortune. He whose joy is non-duality, your Caste-Lord, 
being your helper, how can there be fear? (127) Now open 
your lotus-eyes. Your Father has sent the money. He (God) 
is before you in the form of a man." (128) The moment the 
boy heard this through the door of his ear, he opened his 
eyes and looked around, and there stood before him his Caste- 
Lord in human form. (129) Tears of love flowed from the 
boy's eyes. He fell prostrate in the presence of the assembly. 
His lips were unable to utter a word for joy. He began to 
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drown in the ocean of innate joy. (130) In describing that 
joy, the hungry are satisfied. How much more others! "Who 
can fully describe that joy? (131) Just as the Moon, with its 
sixteen phases, arises on the night of full-moon, so now the 
Moon-face of the boy shone forth. (132) His lotus-face, that 
had been drooping in the night of sorrow, now filled out at 
the rising of the Sun Digambar. (133) The bees of Brahmans, 
taking their honey of happiness from his lotus-face, became 
Brahma-joy and sank in the ocean of Brahma-joy. (134) The 
King now questioned the man. "Hullo! Whence are you? 
Who are you? Who sent you?" (135) He replied: "I am 
the servant of Digambar. Regarding me as very faithful, he 
placed these bills of exchange in my hand and sent me here." 
(136) The King exclaimed: "You are a servant of how long 
standing? Tell me at once your name." 137) He replied: 
"My name is Dattaji. I am Digambar 's servant from seven 
generations. You ask about my stipend? My food is all I 
ask of him. (138) He can never do without me a single mo- 
ment. In waking hours, in deep sleep, or in dreams I am 
always at his side. (139) If he leaves me for a single moment 
it seems equal to an age. But because He has sent me here 
for this child I am here. (140) Here, see, are bills of exchange 
for the balance due you. These bills are absolutely good, payable 
at sight, and in cash. (141) If you do not trust these bills 
of exchange, I have the cash with me. I will pay you abso- 
lutely in full, receive it now." (142) Thus speaking he poured 
out a pile of money. All who saw it viewed it with wonder. 
(143) The man certainly stood there until the money had been 
counted. Was he man? He was Shri Avadhuta, My Lord, 
Shri Digambar. (144) Blessed are these fortunate people there 
assembled! Blessed the King of good repute! Blessed that 
Maharaj Child, that Avatar into this world! (145) Men wear 
themselves out for him in Yoga, sacrifices, and the like; they 
spend a whole life going on pilgrimages to sacred waters. Very 
hard, very hard indeed for them! But can they get a reve- 
lation of Him like this? (146) Blessed is my Shri Digambar. 
Putting aside the Majesty of His Lordship, He took the form 
of a Mahar, and ran to the help of his worshipers. (147) He 
in whom there is no smallness or greatness, He whom the four 
Vedas have attempted in vain to describe, He whom the six 
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shastras were unequal to, and the eighteen (Purans) wholly 
fail in their attempt. (148) The majesty of whose Maya is 
Creation and the other acts; even She cannot know his phases, 
such is He, King and Lord! (149) He to whom there is no 
coming or going, who fills the whole world to its absolute 
fulness, to call him a Mahar is strange indeed! (150) He is 
in Mahar and King alike. He fdls all animate and inanimate 
things, but for his worshipers' sake he chooses from time to 
time to manifest such deeds. (151) "Well, after the King had 
counted out the money he exclaimed: "Where is the Mahar? 
Give him a stamped receipt." (152) "Who was the Mahar? 
"Where was He? "Where he manifested himself, there he 
vanished! But the King's heart was pierced at once. (153) He 
cried out: "Run, run, where is that Mahar? My eyes are 
bursting to see him again. He seems to me to be the light 
of the eye! (154) Let this heap of money burn to ashes! 
Burn to ashes! Because of it I failed to converse with him. 
I am a mass of sin, and yet he visited me. (155) Has he 
disappeared by casting a spell on this assembly? Where could 
he have gone, escaping the vision of all here? (156) I had 
intended to give him a rich gift that would overwhelm him, 
and to send back this child in his company. (157) Search! Search 
everywhere! Where, where has he gone? Bring him quickly 
before me! I am waiting for him." (158) His servants replied: 
"He was here a moment ago, but where he has now gone, 
escaping the vision of all, we do not know." (159) He whom 
Brahma and the other Gods are unable to see, how can he 
be found by human beings? He only can have a vision of him 
who is united at his Good-Guru's feet. (160) Still, because 
the King was good, and the people there also good, Shri 
Avadhuta had given a manifestation of himself in human 
form. (161) Blessed be that City of Vidur, called Bedar! 
Here for the help of his worshipers the Supreme manifested 
himself. (162) So also to help Damajipant the Yearner-for- 
his-worshipers, Shri Jagajjefthi joyfully and hastily ran from 
Pandhari. (163) The King, in the midst of the Brahman 
assembly, gazing again and again at the child, exclaimed with 
joyful emotion: (164) "Blessed is His divine power! Blessed 
is this child! Blessed does his Caste appear! God has saved 
him from shame! (165) I must send this child back to his 
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father. He is a mass of glory! I love him greatly." (166) The 
Brahmans from all sides now said to the King: "While medi- 
tating on God he used to fast. The money you allowed him 
he gave to the Brahmans. (167) That meditation was his food. 
By that meditation he has become free. By that meditation 
pity was aroused for him in your heart." (168) After listening 
to all the remarks, the King warmly embraced the child, and 
said: "I will richly clothe him and send him back." (169) He 
had a necklace made of the nine jewels brought, and bracelets 
and other ornaments, and many rich garments, and adorned 
the child. (170) He had a new comfortable litter brought, 
and in his joy said: "Be seated in it, in my presence." 
(171) With added pleasure he continued: "You are very dear 
to me. Leaving your Father at home, come every year to 
visit me." (172) Thus with hurried words, he gave joy to the 
lovely boy and sent him to his home. 

(173) Now let us turn to what was happening there. Mother 
and Father were in distress night and day for their son, be- 
cause they had not sent the money. (174) The Mother mourned: 
"Oh my little babe! My eyes are wasting away in not seeing 
you! When will they be filled with the sight of you? Will 
it be possible to see you again? (175) For twelve years I was 
not a moment without you. Who will now bring about a 
meeting with my child? To whom shall I go in supplication? 
(176) This separation has attacked my whole body. It is not 
separation, but wasting disease. What physician shall I suppli- 
cate? (177) This separation in the form of a horrible demon 
has completely possessed me. What exorciser shall I meet 
who will apply his supernatural powers to give me back my 
son? (178) For twelve years I nursed and cared for him! 
What a thing this King has done! How hard my fate to be 
separated from my babe! (179) How is it possible to have 
my son again! How is it possible to greet again that image 
of rest! Who will bring to my sight this very life of mine? 
(180) Let my life go, if need be, but let me meet again my 
Jewel-son." Thus speaking, her eyes were filled with tears, 
and she seemed about to die. (181) The women and men of 
the town and certain of her relations sought to comfort her 
in various ways, but she was unconsoled. (182) "I am a most 
unfortunate one! How can I expect to own so great a trea- 
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sure? Who has taken from me, a blind woman, my staff of 
a son? (183) What terrible sin have I committed? What 
failing has Hari-Hara seen in me? What have I failed in 
the recitation of their deeds, that I should receive this? 
(184) Or, have I insulted Sadhus or Saints? Or have I 
brought discord in the relationships of brotherhood or sonship, 
that I should have to suffer this sorrow?" (185) While she 
was thus bitterly mourning and loudly wailing, some people 
brought the welcome news: "Your son has come. (186) He 
is seated in a litter," they said. "He is accompanied by a 
large crowd. He is in the temple outside the city-gate. He 
will soon be here at his home." (187) The Mother replied: 
"Why this jesting, when you see me in grief?" While she 
was saying this, that joy of hers came and bowed before 
her. (188) When the Mother looked up, behold it was indeed 
her son standing before her, but in her confused mind she 
said: "Am I awake, or is it a dream?" (189) Separation from 
her son had caused her bodily unconsciousness, and in the reality 
of seeing her jewel of a son, she was drowning in the sea of joy. 
(190) The Father now came running, and saw him making 
his prostrate obeisance, and standing with hands palm to palm 
in delight. (191) Streams of tears of love flowed from the eyes 
of both. They embraced with love, and kissed one another in 
their joy. (192) It seemed to them then, as when nectar is 
given to one about to die, or as when one about to drown is 
suddenly drawn out by some one. (193) The fulness of joy 
that the Mother and Father of Krishna had, when he came 
from Mathura and G-okul, these had even more. (194) Both 
began to drown in the ocean of happiness. The joy of each 
the Heavens could not contain. Their happiness they could 
not contain within themselves, but through their organs of 
sense it became broadcast. (195) When they looked up to the 
ten directions they seemed all joy. The sorrow of separation 
totally disappeared as he saw the moon -face of his son. 
(196) Then all the relatives assembled, and with them many 
mendicants, and the father gratified them all by gifts and 
honors. (197) He invited the Brahmans and the men in autho- 
rity, and gave a feast and presented gifts to Brahmans. It 
seemed (to the father) as though his son were just born again, 
(198) or as if he had just escaped from the jaws of a tiger, 
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or as if, carried off by a serpent, he had been dropped, or as 
if by good fortune he had drunk nectar, and come back again 
to life. (199) In his joy he forgot even to ask the son what 
had taken place, and how he had succeeded in returning. He 
was simply dazed. (200) Things continued thus for a few days. 
Then the Father questioned his son: "How did your escape 
take place? Tell me. (201) Or did you come away without 
taking leave ? For if so, there will be trouble. Tell me, my boy, 
all in detail. (202) The King is wholly avaricious. How would 
he let you go without the money? How did you get free? It 
seems all wonderful to me! (203) He was watching for the 
opportunity to make you a Mohammedan. Who had mercy on 
you and freed you? How did you obtain the palanquin and 
these other pomps? (204) What generous, benevolent person, 
an Ocean-of-mercy, could you have met who would pay the 
debt, and free you, O son?" 

(205) The son listened to the words of his Father, and 
replied with a confused air: "Why, you sent the money, and 
because of it I am come. (206) You made the agreement that 
as soon as you returned home you would send the money 
within the month. As the month came to its end, listen to 
what happened. (207) On the last day, as the last hour arrived, 
I was taken into the assembly where also Brahmans had been 
summoned, and the King then said: (208) "To-day the month 
is fulfilled. I am not responsible for the words of the agreement, 
that if the money is not sent by your father I may make you 
this night a Mohammedan." (209) The Brahmans listened to 
these harsh declarations, and could not think what to do or 
say. They stood silent, looking at one another, and not a word 
was able to escape their lips. (210) The faces of all drooped. 
They were choked with emotion, their eyes were filled with 
tears, they lost the power of speech. (211) How can I describe 
my condition? I had lost bodily consciousness in my fear of 
what might take place. (212) I had ceased entirely to hope 
that my eyes would again behold your feet, and so kept my 
mind on our Caste-Lord. (213) The Brahmans with one accord 
were praying to the Husband of Uma: 'Run, run, to our help, 
O Husband- of- Gauri! Protect this child! (214) This child is 
absolutely without a protector, but Thou art one who yearns 
for Thy worshipers, O Protector of the weak! Run, run to 
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our help! O Lord of Kailas, Merciful-One, O Shri Shankar!' 
(215) As the people were thus calling for help, what should 
happen? It will rejoice your soul to hear of it. (216) The 
Kajis were all ready in the assembly to initiate me into their 
beliefs, when most suddenly your messenger appeared. (217) He 
had his blanket on his shoulder, his complexion was that of a 
dark cloud, he looked again and again towards me, and 
exclaimed, smiling with joy: (218) 'I have come! I have come, a 
servant of Digambarraya. I am his faithful servant; hence he 
has sent all the needed money by my hand. (219) I have bills 
of exchange. If you have not confidence in them, then I will 
pour out this pile of money, and you can at once count it. 
(220) "Whatever is due you, take in full. I will give you 
however much money you may demand. (221) I am his mes- 
senger, and I have uncountable money. Take this at once and 
let his son go.' (222) As they heard these words of the 
messenger, their joy was more than the heavens could contain. 
It seemed to them as it would to a man who might obtain a 
life-giving potion when at the point of death. (223) All their 
lotus-faces that had drooped now blossomed out. The messenger 
was, as it were, in the form of the rising sun. (224) The 
anxiety of mind that filled me was also dissipated by the 
sun-messenger. His light spread without and within, and over- 
flowed the ten directions. (225) The King's officer said to 
him: 'Who are you? Whence have you come?' He replied: 
'I am from Narayanpeth; I have come with the money.' 
(226) Thus replying, he poured out a pile of money. All were 
astonished as they saw the money. (227) While the money 
was being counted he stood mutely by. When the avaricious 
King looked up the man was gone. (228) 'Search! Search for 
him!' cried the King, in great concern. When he was not 
found, the people said: 'He was here but a moment ago.' 

(229) In the King's heart arose a great desire to see him 
again. But no one could find him, though all looked for him. 

(230) Some said: 'Has he bewitched us and disappeared?' Thus 
the varied classes of men made their various remarks to one 
another. (231) Even I did not see him, but he was looking at 
me with great affection. (232) While the money was being 
counted he was standing looking at me, and was saying 'Send 
him back'. (233) He seemed infinitely near to me, and it 
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seemed to me as though I should wave my offering about 
him. (234) He was my very life, or my Brahmanhood 
itself. Therefore He had come. Such was my joy! (235) 
How can I describe to you the emotions of this joy! He 
was not a messenger, but Joy itself, so it seemed to me. 
(236) The King then exclaimed: 'Blessed is your father, blessed 
his family line, true to his word, a noble jewel.' (237) Thus 
rejoicing, he honoured me, gave me jeweled ornaments, and 
sent me on my way. (238) He had a new easy palanquin 
brought, and had me seat myself in it in his presence. He 
spoke most kind words to me, and sent me to see you again. 
(239) And now, if I have your blessing I shall be happy for 
ever. Your feet are Joy itself." So saying, he worshiped his 
father. 

(240) AVhen the father heard these words of his son, his 
eyes were filled with the water of love, and to wbat he said 
hearken, ye pious folk. (241) "How could there have been 
money with me? "Who could have sent that messenger? I 
cannot understand this! Whence could the man have come? 
Who could he have been? I do not know. (242) I am abso- 
lutely without money. Whence then could I have sent the 
full amount of money? I had given up all hope of you, and 
lived overwhelmed with anxiety. (243) But blessed is my Lord 
Shri Avadhuta, who is the Caste-deity of my Caste. It must 
surely be He who came and freed you, my son! (244) There 
are no limits to His kindness. He is my very own, my relation, 
my inner soul, the Merciful -One! (245) I am just a sinner 
above all sinners. There is no end to my transgressions. But 
He is the Yearner- after -His -Worshipers, the Saviour -of- the- 
World, the Giver-of-Joy-to-the-World. (246) In describing whom 
the Vedas had to be dumb, the Six Shastras failed in their 
attempt, and the eighteen (purans) became dejected; how 
impossible then for others to describe Him! (247) At whose 
lotus-feet Indra and all the other Gods, becoming as bees, sip 
honey with delight; (248) He who is a Bee in the lotus-mind 
of the Yogi, Attributeless, Changeless, Unattached, Ever-happy, 
Pure, Indivisible, Indestructible, (249) for whom good deeds 
are done, for whom austerities are performed, for whom the 
Rajayogi wears himself out, and yet He is not discovered even 
by these. (250) Those who spend all their lives in visiting 
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sacred waters, even they do not attain Him. How is it that 
He became pleased with me, a lowly man, He who yearns for 
the lowly, the -Merciful -One! (251) He who longs for His 
worshipers, Wish-giving-Tree, All-Helper, Satisfier-of-Desires, 
Who-delights-the- Yogis-heart, Who-gives-rest-to-all-mankind! 
(252) Because His slave fell into distress He quickly ran to 
his aid. Such is the Yearner-for-His- Worshipers, the Lord-of- 
the-Earth. "What can I do to repay Him? (253) The infant 
does not serve its Mother, but still she has compassion on it. 
So my Lord came quickly to my aid. (254) I knew not how 
to worship Him, I knew not how to sing His praises, I knew 
not at all how to call Him to my aid. (255) I am the lowest 
of the low, the greatest sinner of all sinners. My transgressions 
are truly immeasurable. I cannot understand how He should 
have mercy upon me. (256) He whom hundreds of thousands 
of worshipers ever place in the depth of their hearts, He does 
not visit even them. How then has He revealed Himself to 
me, one so lowly? (257) He who should be worshiped by the 
sixteen modes of worship, He who should be seated in the 
temple of the heart, He is my Lord, Digambar, the Protector 
of the lowly, Merciful-One! (258) Thou didst forget altogether 
the dignity of Thy Sovereignty and becamest a Mahar, and 
truly didst deliver Thy slave! (259) O my Digambar, Saviour 
of the Needy, O my Digambar, Compassionate One, O my 
Digambar, Remover-of-Sin, Ocean-of-Happiness, Dark-formed- 
One! (260) O my Digambar, King -of- the -Yoga, Giver-of- 
Blessing-to-Atri, Helper-of-Thine-Own, Thou didst leap down 
of Thine own free choice to help, O Dattatreya, Store-house- 
of-Mercy! (261) Extinguisher-of-the-fire-of-Destruction, Lover- 
of -Yogis, Willing-Nourisher-of-the-Universe, Womb-of-Intelli- 
gence, King-of- Accomplishes, Lover-of-Thine-own! Why hast 
Thou become (for me) an Ocean -of- Pity? (262) Ocean-of- 
Knowledge, Without -beginning -or -end, Nourisher-of-the-Uni- 
verse, Avadhuta, Free - from - Maya - yet - associated - with - Maya, 
Ruler of Maya, Primal-Guru! (263) Thou art truly in the form 
of Shiva, God-of-Gods, Yearner-after-the-lowly, O Digambar, 
Sovereign-of-the-World! (264) Dark- as-a- dark-cloud, Lotus- 
eyed, Remover - of - the - evil - of - the - Kaliyuga, Mine - of- Mercy, 
Beyond-cause-and-effect, Without-qualities, Spotless, Unassociat- 
ed. (265) How is it that Thou for me in my need becamest 
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a Mahar, O Shri Digambar? I am a transgressor! O forgive 
me this transgression, Ocean-of-Mercy ! 

(266) As he thus cried aloud, love-tears streamed from his 
eyes. His eight feelings flooded him within and without; he 
trembled and perspired. (267) He lost all bodily consciousness. 
"Is it I who am speaking to my son?" All thought of self 
absolutely vanished, and he was lost in happiness. (268) After 
a moment he said to his son in his joy: "Blessed, blessed are 
you, chief of true worshipers; the Brother -of- the -Needy has 
visited you. (269) I was indeed cruel and harsh. I, seduced 
by the love of my life, left you, my boy, in the care of that 
cruel one, and returned home. (270) What kind of a Mother 
or Father am I? What kind of a Protector am I? This 
appears evident to all. Your Father is our Caste Lord. (271) He, 
the-Mother-and-Father-of-the-universe, He, the Helper-6f-His- 
Worshipers, the Protector-of-His-Worshipers, the Yearner-for- 
His- Worshipers, Giver-of-Joy-to-His-Worshipers, Deliverer- 
from-fear, Enemy-of-this-worldly-existence, (272) He it was who 
became a Mahar, and rushed to your aid as your Protector. 
There is no limit to your good fortune. You have seen that 
image! (273) One must also declare the King blessed. One 
must declare that country blessed, and blessed are its people, 
for they actually saw that image! (274) He whom Brahma and 
the other Gods find difficult of access, how came He to be 
easy of access? He the Helper -of- His -Worshipers, Lover -of- 
His- Worshipers! Wonderful are the deeds of the* Lord! (275) I 
am simply outside of good fortune, I am simply filthy. How 
could I expect a sight of my Lord? (276) Blessed are you, 
Chief-Oro wn- J ewel-of-the-King-of- Worshipers! Blessed are you 
in the Three Worlds! Therefore you easily met Him Who- 
holds-the-rod-in-his-hand. (277) Through you I have become 
blessed. Your acquired merit of a previous birth is not a 
common one. Through you we shall be honored everywhere 
and always." 

(278) Hearing his Father thus speaking, the boy thought to 
himself: "The Son-of-Atri must have revealed himself, for my 
lowly self, this Yearner-after-the-lowly, Merciful-One! (279) I 
had thought that my Mother and Father had felt anxious for 
me, and had sent their messenger to free their son! (280) I 
was evidently freed by that messenger. I see now that all 
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these (worldly things) are of no meaning to me. (281) Those 
who gave this hody of mine hirth bear heavy anxiety for me. 
Under their bringing up this body has grown. (282) To think 
thus seems to me infinite foolishness. Rather should I look to 
Him who freed me. (283) He is my Mother and Father. He 
is my Sister and Brother. He is my Protector. It is to Him 
that I must look. (284) He whom I had not meditated upon, 
nor sung His praises; He whose form I had not brought to 
mind, yet who felt concern for me, to that Lord I must con- 
tinually look! (285) He who showed His power and preserved 
my Brahmanhood, He in truth is my Swami. To live without 
Him is to waste my life! (286) I have possessed this body for 
sixteen years without effort (on my part), but during it I have 
not seen the Lord-of-the-World, my Helper, my Sovereign 
King. (287) To forsake Him and live in worldly existence, 
how can it bring happiness? That Swami is my helper. Is it 
a laudable thing to live without him? (288) If for the future 
I live without him how can I expect happiness? My life will 
be spent quickly, and I may not again be born a man. (289) It 
is only after thousands of rebirths that I am possessed of this 
human body. I must make use of this happy possession. 
(290) Without the possession of a human body how can the 
seeing of Shri Datta take place? To see Shri Datta this human 
body seems to me necessary. (291) If I am born into a body 
other than human, there can be no knowledge of what my 
body is, then how can I at all possess the supreme knowledge? 
(292) The substance of that supreme knowledge is this; the 
inner meaning of all the Vedas is this— the possession of Shri 
Digambar. I must obtain it! (293) To remain here at home, 
and try to acquire Him will never be possible. Home, wife, 
and so on are but forms of sorrow. (294) In association with 
them come desires and hates, and the idea of Great-Difference 
will increase. How then can I acquire Sacchidananda, my 
Swami Digambar? (295) In association with them, worldly 
existence will only increase, and I shall continually have to 
feel concern about happiness and pain. (296) "Worldly existence 
is the jaw-of-death itself. Many have fallen into it. Even 
Brahma and the other Gods knew not their end! What indeed 
can it be? (297) Whence have we come, whither are we to 
go? Who am I? What is my condition? How am I to 
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support wife and child and so on? (298) These form our snares, 
association with them is our snare, hard to avoid. To give 
them up is the easy way to escape from them. (299) Burn up, 
burn up association with them. Burn up, burn up all bodily 
consciousness. In association with them I shall never find rest. 
(300) Association with them is even worse than would be the 
state of a poor wretch who sought to make his bed on living 
coals! (301) If I say they are Mother and Father, and there- 
fore I must now care for them, when their Mother and Father 
passed into the next world who cared for them there? 

(302) Janardan is in this whole world. He is All in All. Who 
then is anyone's cherisher? Who then is anyone's supporter? 

(303) Whatever being comes to birth, it happens to him accor- 
ding to his Karma. He cannot find liberation until he reaps 
the result (of Karma). Such is the flow of birth and death. 

(304) Why should a seeing man leap into a fire plainly before 
him? It would bring him to hopelessness. What of happiness 
does he lack? (305) The door to the acquisition of happiness 
is this birth into a human body. Shall I reject this happiness 
and continually concern myself with bodily and household 
affairs? (306) No! No longer let this be my concern, but let 
it be how I may attain to Shri Avadhuta. I must devote 
myself to the certain attaining of him. (307) Through whom 
may come about the meeting with Digambara, at His feet I 
will make great haste and place my forehead." (308) After 
thinking thus, what did Dasopant do, the royal image (of the 
Divine)? He who descended to this earth an avatar? He said to 
himself: (309) "If I inform my Mother and Father of this, 
and they refuse consent, and I remain with them, how will it 
be possible to meet Avadhuta?" (310) So what did this chief- 
jewel-of-worshipers plan and carry out 9 Be gracious to me, 
a lowly man. Oh listen and hear! 

(311) He had heard the story that had come down from 
mouth to mouth, from father to son, that at Matapur in the 
Sahyadri mountains Sbri Digambar dwelt. (312) He said to 
himself: "Unless I go there I shall not meet with the Son-of- 
Atri. I will go at once without letting any one know." 
(313) Thus determining, and fixing his thought on the feet of 
Digambar, this chief-jewel-among- worshipers, Maharaj Dasopant, 
started on his way. 
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Summary of verses 314 to 778 

With his mind absorhed in the contemplation of Dattatreya, 
Dasopant continued on his way. He first came to the town 
of Hilalpur. The kulkarni of Hilalpur and Dokolgi, named 
Krishnajipant, was sitting in the shade of a tree when Daso- 
pant came by. To Krishnajipant he seemed the very image of 
Avadhuta, G-od himself. He fell at his feet and embraced him, 
urging him to come to his house. Dasopant pleaded that duty 
called him onward, and continued his journey. 

He next reached Premapur, and worshiped in the temple 
there. Further on he arrived at Nandigram, also called Nanded, 
where the G-autami river flowed. Here he bathed and per- 
formed religious rites. For food he lived on whatever was 
given to him. His meat and drink were contemplation of 
Avadhuta. The people here were curious about him and asked 
him questions. "Where does your father live?" He replied: 
"Avadhuta is my mother and father, my protector. I have no 
one but him." Continuing on his way he now came to G-anga- 
pur and began climbing the mountain to Matapur, the original 
seat of Avadhuta. Full of joy and love he entered first the 
temple of Amba, worshiping and praying that she would help 
him to meet Avadhuta. He remained here five days, and then 
ascended the higher spurs of the mountain, stopping by the 
way at the temple of Anasuya. Finally he reached the shrine 
of Digambar, his caste Deity. People wondered at him, and 
asked about his parentage. He replied: "God is my Mother 
and Father, my Sister and Brother. I have no one but him." 
For twelve years he sojourned here. Avadhuta at last appeared 
to him in a dream and said: "GrO down from here to Rak- 
shasabhuvan, on the banks of the G-anga, where are my padukas. 
There perform austerities and I will easily be seen by you." 
In obedience to this dream he journeyed down to Rakshasa- 
bhuvan, on the banks of the G-odavari. Here, on the sands of 
the river by the padukas of Digambar, he began his austerities. 
He continued these for twelve years, when finally Digambar 
manifested himself to him, and with his six arms embraced 
him, each addressing the other in words of love and praise. 9 

9 The only known manuscript of this work ends abruptly here. Presu- 
mably the lost portion completes the narrative of Dasopant's life. 
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The following is a translation of the two incidents in the 
life of Dasopant told by Mahlpati in his Bhaktalllamrit. 

Bhaktalllamrit 22, 48 — 65 

(48) As Eknath journeyed on, his heart always full of joy, 
he unexpectedly met Dasopant in his path. (49) From child- 
hood Dasopant had cherished the desire for a visible mani- 
festation of Shri Dattatreya. He had therefore undertaken 
severe austerities in this loving desire. (50) You may ask how 
he performed them. Listen, ye fortunate hearers. He abandoned 
all his friends and went alone into the forest. (51) He lived 
on fallen leaves. He took not the least care of his body. He 
slept on the bare rock, enduring cold and heat. (52) If any 
human being unexpectedly appeared he would run away from 
him. Without ceasing he kept Shri Dattatreya in his mind. 
(53) From these austerities, lovingly carried on, he finally lost 
bodily consciousness, and because he lay on rocks his body was 
covered with sores. (54) For twenty years he carried on 
austerities in this way; then finally Dattatreya gave him a 
visible manifestation of himself. (55) As Dattatreya embraced 
him, his body became divine, and through the blessing bestowed 
upon him he became a prolific poet. (56) And through the 
grace of the Sadguru, and his good fortune, there came to 
him great wealth, and the respect of great men, as they 
recognized his great intelligence. 

(57) Dasopant had placed his abode in Amba Jogai. He 
had heard of Shri Eknath's good fame from everyone's lips. 
(58) As Eknath was returning from the supreme pilgrimage 
(Benares), the two unexpectedly met. They embraced one 
another with great joy in their hearts. (59) They embraced 
one another's feet. They conversed together about their joy and 
happiness. Eknath, full of joy, said to Dasopant: "This is a 
fortunate meeting." (60) After much solicitation Dasopant took 
Eknath to his home. Waves of joy and happiness arose in 
his soul, and with pure reverence he paid him respect. 
(61) They dined on daintily cooked food. Then came the 
listening to the reading of the Bhagavat, and at night Hari 
Kirtans took place, that deeply moved all as they listened. 

(62) A month thus passed, and then Eknath asked leave to 
go on. Dasopant pleaded with him to accept horses and money 
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for the journey and its expenses. (63) Shri Eknath, however, 
had a mind indifferent to worldly things, and would take none 
of Dasopant's wealth. Nor would he even take a horse, "be- 
cause," said he, "the way is difficult." (64) In leaving, Eknath 
said to Dasopant: "I am to celebrate at my home the festival 
of the birthday of Krishna. At that time come to the sacred 
city of Pratishthana." (65) "I certainly will come," he replied. 
They made one another namaskara. Shri Eknath hastened 
on his journey, and arrived at the sacred city of Pratishthana. 

Bhaktalilamrit 22, 79—101 
(79) Two months passed in this way, and then came the 
festival of Krishna's birth. Uddhava, according to his custom, 
began to make all the necessary preparations. (80) He col- 
lected in the house an abundance of things needed to gratify 
the taste. He besmeared the walls within and without, and 
painted pictures upon them. (81) Suddenly, on the day of 
full moon, Dasopant arrived for the festival. Eknath had not 
heard that he had arrived, when unexpectedly he appeared 
at the main door. (82) A strange sight was now seen. Shri 
Datta, with his trident in his hands, stood watching at the 
entrance, as a doorkeeper. (83) Dasopant saw him, and was 
supremely amazed. He leaped from his palanquin and made 
a sashtanga namaskara. (84) He embraced Datta and ex- 
claimed: "Why have you come here?" The Son of Anasuya 
listened to the question, and replied: (85) "Eknath is not a 
human bhakta, but a visible avatar of Shri Pandurang. For 
the salvation of the world he has become an avatar in this 
Kali Yuga. (86) Only if by good fortune there exists the 
richness of a punya, performed in a former birth, can one have 
the opportunity of serving him. Know this fact for a truth. 
(87) I hold this trident in my hand, and guard securely the 
door. I will go in and inform Eknath of your presence. Until 
then, do not enter in." (88) As Avadhuta thus spoke Daso- 
pant was overcome with astonishment, and extolling Shri Nath's 
glory said: "I did not recognize his extraordinary greatness." 
(89) Shri Datta informed Eknath that Dasopant had come to 
see him, and lovingly made him a namaskara. (90) They fell 
at each other's feet, and embraced one another. Eknath 
then took Dasopant by the hand, and led him into the house. 



The Maratha Poet-Saint Dasopant Digamhar 279 

(91) Uddhava made the proper arrangements for all the palan- 
quins and carriages. He gave the men the materials and the 
necessities for cooking. Nothing was lacking. (92) Formerly 
in the time of Shri Krishna's avatarship Uddhava was greatly- 
loved hy the God. The desire of Uddhava to serve the God 
was not then fully satisfied, but that desire he was now having 
satisfied. (93) In the former birth there was the relationship 
of debtor, and so now the opportunity arrived for the unselfish 
service of Eknath. (94) Dasopant performed his bath, and 
finished his meal with Eknath. All night he sat listening to 
the Hari Kirtan, until the sun began to rise. (95) He then 
perfumed the image of Pandurang, anointed him and worshiped 
him with the various ceremonies, experiencing the while loving 
joy. (96) Festal instruments were played at the door. Festal 
invocations were sung. The Brahmans recited aloud from the 
Vedas, and finally handfuls of flowers were offered. (97) The 
days were spent in giving gifts to Brahmans, the- nights in 
Hari Kirtans. From the first day of the fortnight to the 
ninth, the festival was at its full. (98) On the tenth, the 
Gopalakala was excellently dramatized. Dasopant saw it all 
with joy in his heart, (99) and exclaimed: "I have seen with 
my own eyes the unprecedented, gracious voice of Shri Eknath, 
his make-up, his dramatic power, and his mine of philosophic 
knowledge. (100) I thought myself to be a worshiper of Datta 
in visible form, but since seeing the glory of Eknath with my 
own eyes, I have become one-who-recognizes-no-difference." 
(101) The great festival being ended, there was feasting on 
the twelfth day. Dasopant then took his leave, and returned 
to his own home. 
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